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apparent that, with some of the frequent changes of plan apt to occur in P.R. affairs, there were to be six. Wood, Vermilion and Maynes all elected to parachute while the rest of us chose gliders. Vermilion said he thought gliders were dangerous and he liked to be entirely independent. Later I heard many parachutists, who had been assigned to gliders, expressing similar sentiments. Personally I preferred company. It is a nice psychological point. Also, I insistently harked back to the thought that it would be a great mistake to be parted from my typewriter.
Bocca, desperately anxious to make good on his first big story, made no secret of his own inexperience. He was a boy in the early twenties, who had been in the Merchant Navy, and had already, so I believe, been wounded in action while manning anti-aircraft guns at sea.
A genial officer in a red beret arrived—a Captain Cattle— who introduced himself as one of our conductors. He apologised to the Arnhem veterans for not having allowed them to wear their red berets on their way to the Ministry for fear of giving the show away. With such frightful feelings boiling inside me, requiring all my self-control to master, I marvelled that men who had been through
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the Arnhem ordeal could cheerfully volunteer again for a second one. On occasions like this, I realise that true greatness of spirit lies chiefly in ability to conquer fear, and what John Pudney calls " the quaking heart." I have just seen that great Noel Coward film This Happy Breed and came away with a phrase stuck in my mind, a phrase which seemed, in the inimitable Coward way, to epitomise the truth about Munich and the latent strength of British character. The Cockney father of a family, veteran of 1914-18, returning home after seeing the crowds cheering Chamberlain for bringing " peace in our time," remarks sourly to somebody, " I never thought to see the British people act like that because they had been badly frightened." We plied the smiling Cattle with many questions, but he was not yet prepared to answer, and took us round to the back entrance of the Ministry to cram into two jeeps. We then began to speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
